
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Discovery

The package arrived on a Tuesday. Plain brown cardboard with no return address—just Marcus's name scrawled in hasty black marker. He hadn't ordered anything, but curiosity got the better of him as he sliced through the packing tape.

Inside lay a small glass vial containing an iridescent liquid that shifted colors like oil on water. A handwritten note accompanied it: "Three drops. One hour. Use wisely."

Marcus snorted, assuming it was some prank supplement from his gym buddies. That evening, bored and slightly drunk on whiskey, he decided to humor whoever sent it. He let three drops fall onto his tongue—bitter and metallic—before settling onto his couch to watch TV.

The tingling started in his fingertips. A pleasant warmth spread up his arms, across his chest, down his legs. Marcus glanced down and froze. His hands were... fading. Not transparent exactly, but blending into the couch beneath them. He jumped up, heart hammering, and rushed to the bathroom mirror.

Nothing. Just the bathroom reflected back at him. No Marcus.

"Holy fuck," he whispered, watching his breath fog the mirror despite no visible mouth. He was completely invisible.

His mind raced with possibilities as the initial panic subsided. A grin spread across his face—unseen but definitely felt. The first thought that crashed through his brain wasn't about bank vaults or government secrets. No, Marcus's cock twitched as he realized what this really meant.

His attractive neighbor Elise had just gotten home. He'd heard her door close minutes ago. Elise with her yoga pants and sports bras who never gave him more than a polite nod.

Before conscience could intervene, Marcus was out his door, naked—clothes would still be visible, he'd realized—and slipping silently into the hallway. Elise often left her door unlocked until bedtime. His invisible hand turned the knob.

The apartment smelled like her—vanilla and something floral. The shower was running. Marcus's cock hardened as he crept toward the bathroom, steam billowing from the partially open door.

Elise stood under the spray, eyes closed, one hand massaging shampoo into her dark hair. Her other hand was between her legs, fingers working in small circles. Her breasts—fuller than he'd imagined beneath her workout clothes—bounced slightly with each movement of her arm.

"Fuck yes," she moaned softly, leaning against the shower wall. "Right there..."

Marcus's hand wrapped around his cock, stroking in rhythm with her fingers. He moved closer, just inside the bathroom now, mesmerized by the water cascading down her curves. Her fingers moved faster, her breathing ragged.

"I'm coming," she gasped, her body tensing. "Oh god, I'm coming..."

Marcus bit his lip to stay silent as he stroked himself furiously, his orgasm building as he watched her face contort in pleasure. She shuddered against the tile, a soft cry escaping her lips as she came.

He backed away, still stroking, and made it to her living room before his own orgasm hit. His invisible cum splattered onto her carpet, his gasps of pleasure masked by the still-running shower.

As he slipped back to his apartment, heart pounding with exhilaration and lingering guilt, Marcus knew this was just the beginning. The vial had enough liquid for dozens of doses.

Tomorrow, he decided, he'd visit that upscale gym downtown—the one with the notoriously steamy women's locker room. One hour wasn't much time, but it would be enough.

More than enough.


Chapter 2: The Women's Locker Room

Marcus woke with his cock already hard, the memory of Elise's shower session replaying in his mind. He stroked himself lazily, imagining all the possibilities that awaited him today. The vial sat on his nightstand, its contents shimmering with promise.

"Fuck it," he muttered, reaching for his phone. He called in sick to work—some bullshit about food poisoning—and began planning his excursion.

The Platinum Fitness Club downtown catered to the city's elite: models, executives, and trophy wives with too much time and money. Marcus had driven past it countless times, imagining what went on behind those tinted windows. Today, he'd find out.

He arrived just after the 10 AM rush, when the morning crowd would be finishing their workouts and heading to the showers. Three drops of the liquid on his tongue, and he stripped down in his car, stuffing his clothes into a gym bag he'd leave hidden behind a dumpster. The familiar tingling sensation spread through his body as he walked naked across the parking lot, his cock swinging between his legs.

A businessman in a tailored suit held the door open, looking right through Marcus as he slipped inside. The lobby was marble and glass, with a stunning receptionist whose blouse strained against her tits. On another day, she might have been his target, but Marcus had bigger plans.

He followed a group of women through the electronic gates, their access cards granting him entry to the exclusive club. The main workout area was impressive—state-of-the-art equipment and floor-to-ceiling windows—but Marcus didn't waste time gawking. He made a beeline for the women's locker room, his invisible cock hardening with each step.

The heavy door swung open as a redhead in yoga pants exited, giving Marcus the perfect opportunity to slip inside. The locker room was fucking paradise. Marble counters, plush seating, and most importantly, dozens of gorgeous women in various states of undress.

To his right, a tall blonde peeled off her sports bra, her perfect tits bouncing free. Directly ahead, a curvy brunette bent over to remove her leggings, her ass cheeks spreading slightly to reveal a glimpse of her pussy lips. Marcus's cock twitched as he took in the scene, unsure where to focus first.

He moved deeper into the locker room, careful not to bump into anyone. The shower area was separated by a short hallway, and the sound of running water drew him forward. Six shower stalls lined each wall, with no curtains or doors—just open marble spaces where water cascaded over naked flesh.

"Fucking jackpot," he whispered, his voice drowned out by the showers.

A woman with short black hair and sleeve tattoos was soaping up her tits, pinching her nipples as the water ran down her body. Across from her, two fitness instructors—recognizable from the class schedule posted in the lobby—were sharing a shower, laughing as they helped wash each other's backs.

Marcus stroked his cock slowly, taking in the visual feast. The tattooed woman turned, giving him a perfect view of her ass as she bent to soap her legs. The instructors' friendly shower was becoming something more as the blonde one's hands lingered on her friend's hips.

"No one's around," the blonde whispered, her hands sliding up to cup the other woman's breasts. "Let me help you relax after that killer class."

"Mmmm, you know just how to convince me," her friend replied, turning to press their wet bodies together.

Marcus moved closer, his cock now fully erect as he watched the women kiss. Their tongues darted between parted lips, hands exploring wet skin. The blonde pushed her friend against the marble wall, one hand sliding between her legs.

"Your pussy's already so wet," she murmured, fingers circling the other woman's clit.

"Not from the shower," came the breathless reply. "I've been thinking about this all morning."

Marcus stroked himself faster, positioning himself for a better view as the blonde dropped to her knees. She spread her friend's pussy lips with her thumbs, revealing pink flesh that she immediately attacked with her tongue.

"Oh fuck, yes," the standing woman moaned, one hand gripping the blonde's wet hair. "Eat my cunt just like that."

The locker room door opened, and more women entered, but Marcus couldn't tear himself away from the show. The blonde was devouring her friend's pussy, tongue flicking rapidly over her clit before plunging inside. The standing woman's legs trembled, her moans growing louder.

"I'm gonna fucking cum in your mouth," she gasped, grinding against the blonde's face.

Marcus moved even closer, his hand a blur on his cock. He was so focused on the women that he didn't notice the puddle of conditioner on the floor. His foot slipped, and he stumbled forward, catching himself just inches from the women—but not before his rock-hard cock brushed against the blonde's shoulder.

She froze, turning her head. "What the fuck was that?"

Her friend, still panting with need, looked around confused. "What's wrong?"

"Something touched me," the blonde said, standing up and wiping her mouth. "Like, something warm."

Marcus backed away, heart pounding. The blonde ran her hand over her wet shoulder, looking perplexed.

"It was probably just the water," her friend insisted, clearly frustrated at the interruption. "Come on, I was so close."

The blonde hesitated, then shrugged. "You're right. Where were we?"

She dropped back to her knees, and Marcus exhaled in relief. He retreated to a safer distance, continuing to stroke his throbbing cock as the blonde resumed her oral ministrations.

The standing woman came within minutes, her cries echoing off the marble walls. Several heads turned in their direction, but most of the women simply smiled knowingly and continued their routines.

As the two women kissed again, tasting cum on each other's lips, Marcus felt his own orgasm building. He aimed his cock at the drain in the center of the shower area, pumping furiously as pleasure surged through him.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," he whispered as thick ropes of cum shot from his invisible cock, disappearing down the drain. His legs trembled with the intensity of his release.

The blonde broke from her kiss, looking around again. "Did you hear something?"

Before her friend could answer, a new woman entered the shower area—a fitness model type with abs you could grate cheese on and tits that defied gravity. Both instructors turned to watch her, momentarily forgetting their suspicions.

Marcus used the distraction to move away, his cock still dribbling cum. He wasn't done yet—not by a long shot. The hour of invisibility gave him plenty more time to explore.

He wandered back to the locker area, where a young woman with Asian features was sitting alone on a bench, checking her phone. She glanced around furtively, then slipped her hand into her gym shorts. Marcus grinned, moving closer to watch.

Her fingers moved in small circles inside her shorts, her breathing quickening. She bit her lip, trying to stay quiet as she pleasured herself. Marcus knelt in front of her, his face inches from her hand, watching as her fingers disappeared into her shorts.

The woman's phone chimed with a text, startling her. She pulled her hand out quickly, looking guilty, and checked the message. A smile spread across her face as she typed a response. Then, to Marcus's surprise, she stood and walked to a door marked "Private Relaxation Room."

Intrigued, Marcus followed her. The door opened to reveal a dimly lit room with massage tables and curtained alcoves. The woman headed straight for the last alcove, pulling back the curtain to reveal a muscular trainer waiting for her.

"I thought you'd never get my text," he said, pulling her into a kiss. "I've only got twenty minutes before my next client."

"Then we better not waste time," she replied, already tugging at his shirt.

Marcus settled in to watch, stroking his cock back to hardness as the trainer bent the woman over the massage table. He yanked down her shorts, revealing her bare ass.

"No panties again," the trainer growled, slapping her ass cheek. "Such a dirty girl."

"You love it," she moaned as he rubbed his bulge against her exposed pussy.

The trainer unzipped his pants, freeing a thick cock that made Marcus feel momentarily inadequate. Without preamble, he thrust into the woman, drawing a sharp cry from her lips.

"Quiet," the trainer hissed, slapping her ass again. "You want the whole gym to hear what a slut you are?"

"Maybe I do," she gasped as he pounded into her. "Maybe I want them all to know how good your big cock feels in my tight little cunt."

Marcus matched his strokes to the trainer's rhythm, imagining it was his cock stretching the woman's pussy. The trainer grabbed her hair, pulling her head back as he fucked her harder.

"You're just a hole for me to fill," he growled, his hips slapping against her ass. "A tight little cum dump."

"Yes," she whimpered, pushing back against him. "Use me. Fill me up."

Marcus moved to the side for a better view, watching the trainer's thick cock slide in and out of her glistening pussy. Her juices coated his shaft, making obscene squelching sounds with each thrust.

The trainer suddenly pulled out, flipping the woman onto her back. He grabbed her legs, pushing them back until her knees were beside her ears, and slammed back into her.

"Look at me while I fuck you," he demanded, his face contorted with pleasure. "Watch what your tight pussy does to me."

Marcus stroked faster, his breath coming in short gasps as he watched the trainer's cock disappear into the woman's stretched hole. The trainer's rhythm became erratic, his muscles tensing.

"Where do you want my cum?" he grunted, still pounding into her.

"Inside," she begged, her fingers rubbing her clit frantically. "Fill my pussy with your hot cum."

The trainer thrust deep, holding himself inside her as he came. "Take it all," he groaned, his body shuddering. "Every fucking drop."

The woman cried out, her back arching as her own orgasm hit. Marcus couldn't hold back any longer. His cum shot out in powerful bursts, some landing on the floor, some on the edge of the massage table.

The trainer pulled out, his softening cock dragging a trail of cum from the woman's pussy. He tucked himself back into his pants and checked his watch.

"Same time Friday?" he asked, already moving toward the curtain.

The woman nodded, still catching her breath. "I'll be here."

As the trainer left, Marcus noticed his cum on the massage table. The woman sat up, her hand going to her pussy to catch the trainer's leaking seed. Her fingers brushed against the invisible cum on the table.

"What the hell?" she muttered, rubbing the sticky substance between her fingers. She looked around, confused, then shrugged and grabbed a towel to clean herself up.

Marcus backed away, realizing he needed to be more careful. He checked his watch—thirty minutes of invisibility left. Plenty of time for one more adventure before he had to leave.

He made his way back to the main locker area, where a new group of women had arrived. A stunning Black woman with curves that made his mouth water was undressing near the lockers. She peeled off her tank top, revealing breasts that strained against a sports bra. When she removed the bra, her nipples stood erect in the cool air.

Marcus moved closer, unable to resist. As she bent to remove her leggings, he reached out and lightly brushed his fingers across her exposed nipple.

The woman gasped, standing upright and covering her breast. "What the fuck?" she looked around, seeing no one near her.

Marcus backed away, his heart racing. That was stupid. Too risky. But the thrill of actually touching someone while invisible sent blood rushing to his cock again.

The woman shook her head, apparently deciding it was her imagination, and continued undressing. When she was naked, she headed for the showers, her ass swaying hypnotically.

Marcus followed, his invisible eyes fixed on the perfect globes of her ass. In the shower area, she chose a stall away from the others, turning on the water and stepping under the spray.

He watched as she soaped her body, paying special attention to her breasts and between her legs. His cock throbbed painfully, demanding release for the third time. As she rinsed the soap from her body, Marcus made a decision.

Moving silently into her shower stall, he positioned himself behind her. The water would mask any sound he made. Slowly, carefully, he reached around and cupped her breast.

The woman froze, her body tensing. Before she could scream, Marcus's other hand covered her mouth.

"Don't scream," he whispered directly into her ear. "I won't hurt you. I just want to make you feel good."

Her eyes were wide with fear and confusion, unable to see who was touching her. She struggled briefly, then stopped as Marcus's hand moved from her breast down her stomach to between her legs.

"What the fuck is happening?" she whispered when he removed his hand from her mouth. "Am I losing my mind?"

"It's magic," Marcus whispered, his fingers finding her clit. "Just enjoy it."

Against all logic, the woman's body responded to his touch. Her breathing quickened as his fingers circled her clit, her fear giving way to confusion and arousal.

"This is insane," she murmured, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she spread her legs slightly, giving him better access.

Marcus pressed his invisible cock against her ass, grinding against her wet skin as his fingers worked her clit. His other hand returned to her breast, pinching and rolling her nipple.

"Oh god," she gasped, her hand reaching back, searching for something to touch. Her fingers brushed against his invisible cock, making her gasp again. "There's really someone here."

"Yes," Marcus whispered, guiding her hand to wrap around his shaft. "Stroke it while I make you cum."

In a daze of confusion and arousal, she obeyed, her hand pumping his invisible cock while his fingers slipped inside her pussy. He found her G-spot, curling his fingers to stroke it while his thumb continued working her clit.

"This is fucking crazy," she moaned, her hips moving against his hand. "I must be hallucinating."

"Does this feel like a hallucination?" Marcus asked, pushing two fingers deep inside her.

"No," she admitted, her hand still stroking his cock. "It feels too good."

Marcus added a third finger, stretching her pussy as he finger-fucked her. The woman leaned forward, bracing herself against the shower wall, her ass pushing back against him.

"Put it in me," she whispered, surprising him. "Whatever you are, whoever you are, I want to feel you inside me."

Marcus didn't need to be asked twice. He positioned his cock at her entrance, then slowly pushed inside her tight heat. They both moaned as he filled her, her pussy gripping him like a vise.

"Oh fuck," she gasped as he bottomed out. "You're so deep."

Marcus began to thrust, holding her hips as he pounded into her from behind. The shower spray masked the sounds of their fucking, but anyone walking by would see the woman braced against the wall, her body jerking with each invisible thrust, pleasure contorting her features.

"Harder," she demanded, pushing back against him. "Fuck me harder."

Marcus complied, slamming into her with all his strength. His balls slapped against her clit with each thrust, adding to her pleasure. He reached around to grab her swinging tits, pinching her nipples roughly.

"I'm gonna cum," she moaned, her pussy clenching around his cock. "Oh god, I'm cumming on an invisible dick. This is so fucked up."

Her body shuddered as orgasm washed over her, her pussy spasming around Marcus's cock. The sensation pushed him over the edge, and he thrust deep, emptying his balls inside her.

"I can feel you cumming in me," she gasped, grinding back against him as he filled her with his seed. "So hot, so much cum."

Marcus slowly pulled out, watching his invisible cum leak from her well-fucked hole. The woman turned, her hands reaching out to touch the space where he stood.

"Who are you?" she whispered, her fingers brushing against his chest.

Marcus backed away without answering, checking his watch. Five minutes of invisibility left. Time to go.

He left her standing in the shower, confusion and satisfaction warring on her face. As he made his way out of the locker room, he heard her telling another woman about her "hallucination," both of them laughing at the absurdity.

Marcus slipped out of the gym, retrieved his clothes from behind the dumpster, and waited in his car for visibility to return. As his body slowly materialized, a grin spread across his face.

The vial still had enough for at least ten more doses. And he already knew where he'd go next: the adult bookstore across town with its notorious glory holes and private viewing booths.

Tomorrow would bring new adventures, new women, and new ways to use his invisible cock.


Chapter 3: The Adult Emporium

The Adult Emporium sat on the edge of town, its neon sign casting a red glow over the nearly empty parking lot. Marcus had driven past it countless times but never worked up the courage to enter. Now, with the vial of invisibility serum in his pocket, courage wasn't necessary.

It was just after 7 PM when he parked his car in the far corner of the lot. The place would be busy enough to be interesting but not so crowded that he'd risk bumping into people. He took out the vial, admiring how the liquid caught the neon light.

"Three drops, one hour," he reminded himself, letting the bitter liquid fall onto his tongue.

As the tingling sensation spread through his body, Marcus stripped down, stuffing his clothes under the seat. He'd learned from yesterday's adventure that planning ahead was crucial. This time, he'd brought a small backpack with a change of clothes, which he'd hide near the building's rear entrance for a quick escape if needed.

The cool evening air raised goosebumps on his skin as he walked naked across the parking lot, his cock already semi-hard with anticipation. A middle-aged man exited the shop, holding the door open as he lit a cigarette, unwittingly giving Marcus the perfect entrance.

The interior was exactly what he'd expected: rows of DVDs and sex toys illuminated by harsh fluorescent lighting, with a bored-looking cashier scrolling through his phone behind a counter. A few customers browsed the merchandise, mostly men avoiding eye contact with each other.

But Marcus wasn't interested in the retail section. A beaded curtain at the back marked the entrance to the "private viewing area," and beyond that lay his real destination: the glory holes.

He slipped through the curtain, entering a dimly lit hallway lined with doors. Muffled moans and the distinctive sound of porn dialogue leaked from several booths. At the end of the hall, a sign read "Buddy Booths" with an arrow pointing left.

The buddy booth area was a maze of small rooms connected by walls with strategically placed holes. Some doors were closed with red "occupied" lights glowing above them. Others stood open, revealing small stools and video screens playing a variety of porn.

Marcus wandered through, peering into occupied booths. In one, a heavyset man stroked his cock while watching two women fuck each other with a double-ended dildo. In another, a skinny guy in a business suit was feeding his surprisingly large cock through a hole in the wall, where unseen lips were eagerly servicing him.

"Suck it deeper," the businessman groaned, his hips thrusting gently. "Take all of my cock down your throat."

Marcus moved closer, peering through the hole from the side. In the adjoining booth, a muscular man with a shaved head was on his knees, the businessman's cock disappearing between his lips. The cocksucker's own massive erection jutted out from his open jeans, his hand stroking it in rhythm with his bobbing head.

The scene was hot, but not what Marcus was looking for. He continued exploring until he found something more to his taste.

In a booth at the far end, a young couple was engaged in what appeared to be their first glory hole experience. The woman—petite with dyed blue hair and multiple piercings—was giggling nervously as her boyfriend encouraged her.

"Just put your mouth near the hole, babe," he said, his hand on the back of her head. "See if anyone's there."

"This is so dirty," she replied, her eyes bright with excitement. "What if it's some gross old man?"

"Then you don't have to do it," her boyfriend assured her, though the bulge in his pants suggested he was hoping otherwise. "But you've been talking about trying this for months."

The woman knelt on the small stool, her face approaching the glory hole. "Hello?" she called softly. "Is anyone there?"

The booth on the other side was empty, but Marcus quickly slipped inside, his invisible cock hardening fully at the opportunity presented. He positioned himself in front of the hole, his erection just inches from the woman's face.

"I don't see anyone," she said, peering through the hole.

Marcus moved forward, letting the tip of his cock touch her lips. She jerked back in surprise.

"Oh my god! There is someone there!" she exclaimed, a mixture of shock and excitement in her voice. "I can't see anything, but I felt something touch my lips."

Her boyfriend moved closer, his hand sliding down to rub his cock through his jeans. "It's probably just dark in there. Go on, open your mouth."

The woman hesitated, then leaned forward again, her lips parting. Marcus pushed his cock through the hole, groaning silently as her warm mouth enveloped him.

"Mmph!" she mumbled in surprise, pulling back. "It's in my mouth but I can't see it! What the fuck?"

Her boyfriend looked confused. "What do you mean you can't see it?"

"I mean there's a cock in my mouth but it's fucking invisible or something!" she said, her hand reaching through the hole, fingers wrapping around Marcus's shaft. "Feel this! It's there but you can't see it!"

Her boyfriend reached through, his fingers brushing against Marcus's invisible erection. His eyes widened. "Holy shit, that's freaky! It feels like a cock but..."

"I know, right?" the woman said, her initial shock giving way to fascination. "This is wild. Should I keep going?"

Her boyfriend nodded eagerly, his confusion overshadowed by arousal. "Fuck yes. This is the hottest thing ever."

The woman leaned forward again, taking Marcus's invisible cock back into her mouth. This time, she didn't pull away, her tongue swirling around his head before she began bobbing up and down.

"That's it, babe," her boyfriend encouraged, unzipping his pants to free his own cock. "Suck that ghost dick while I watch."

Marcus thrust gently through the hole, fucking the woman's eager mouth. The sensation of her warm, wet tongue sliding along his shaft was incredible, made even more intense by the taboo nature of the encounter.

"It tastes like a real cock," she said, coming up for air. Her hand continued stroking him. "And it's getting harder. I think whoever—or whatever—it is, they're enjoying this."

"Let me try," her boyfriend said suddenly, surprising both Marcus and the woman.

"Really?" she asked. "I thought you said you weren't into guys."

"I'm not," he replied, his hand still working his own erection. "But how many chances will I get to suck an invisible dick? It's like, is it even gay if you can't see it?"

The woman laughed. "That's some logic. Go ahead, I want to watch."

Marcus remained still as the boyfriend took his girlfriend's place, his lips hesitantly approaching the glory hole. The man's warm mouth engulfed Marcus's cock, less skilled than his girlfriend but making up for it with enthusiasm.

"Holy shit, I'm actually doing it," the boyfriend mumbled around Marcus's shaft, before returning to his task.

The woman watched, clearly turned on by the sight. She slipped her hand into her leggings, fingers finding her clit. "That's so hot, babe. Suck it deeper."

The boyfriend obeyed, taking more of Marcus's length into his mouth. Marcus fought the urge to thrust, letting the man set his own pace. After a minute, the boyfriend pulled back, stroking the invisible shaft with his hand.

"Your turn again," he told his girlfriend. "I want to fuck you while you suck it."

The woman quickly stripped off her leggings, revealing she wasn't wearing panties. Her pussy was already wet, glistening in the dim light of the booth. She got on her hands and knees, her mouth returning to Marcus's cock as her boyfriend positioned himself behind her.

"Fuck, you're soaking," the boyfriend groaned as he pushed inside her. "This really turns you on, doesn't it? Sucking a cock that isn't even there?"

The woman moaned around Marcus's shaft, the vibrations sending pleasure shooting through him. The boyfriend began thrusting, each forward motion pushing her mouth deeper onto Marcus's cock.

Marcus watched through the glory hole as the boyfriend's cock slid in and out of the woman's pussy, her ass jiggling with each thrust. The sight, combined with the warm suction of her mouth, brought him dangerously close to orgasm.

The woman pulled off his cock, gasping for air. "I want to feel it inside me," she said, looking back at her boyfriend. "Can I?"

The boyfriend's rhythm faltered. "You want to fuck it?"

"Yes," she moaned as he hit a particularly sensitive spot. "I want to know what an invisible cock feels like in my pussy."

The boyfriend considered this, then nodded, his arousal overriding any jealousy. "Do it. I want to watch it disappear into you."

Marcus nearly came at the words alone. He pulled back from the glory hole as the couple rearranged themselves. The woman positioned herself facing the hole, her boyfriend helping to spread her pussy lips.

"Come on, ghost dick," she called, reaching through the hole to guide him. "Put it in me."

Marcus moved forward, letting her fingers wrap around his shaft and direct him to her entrance. He pushed forward slowly, watching through the hole as his invisible cock parted her pussy lips.

"Oh my god," she gasped as he entered her. "It's going in! Look!"

Her boyfriend stared in fascination at her stretched pussy, seemingly filled by nothing. "That's the fucking hottest thing I've ever seen. Your cunt is just opening up around thin air."

Marcus began thrusting, each movement drawing moans from the woman. Her boyfriend moved to the side, his cock in hand as he watched the invisible fucking.

"How does it feel?" he asked, stroking himself faster.

"So good," she panted, her hips moving to meet Marcus's thrusts. "It's thick and hard and—oh fuck—it's hitting all the right spots."

Marcus increased his pace, his balls slapping against her with each thrust. The woman braced herself against the wall, her tits bouncing beneath her shirt.

"Take off your top," her boyfriend commanded. "I want to see your tits while you get ghost-fucked."

She complied, pulling her shirt and bra off in one motion. Her breasts were small but perky, nipples hard with arousal. Her boyfriend immediately leaned down to suck one into his mouth, his hand still working his cock.

Marcus watched the erotic tableau through the hole, his own pleasure building. The woman's pussy was incredibly tight, gripping his cock like a vise. Each thrust brought him closer to the edge.

"I'm getting close," the woman moaned, her hand moving to her clit. "I'm gonna cum on this invisible cock!"

Her boyfriend moved back, watching intently. "Do it, babe. I want to see your pussy squeeze around nothing when you cum."

Marcus pounded into her harder, angling his hips to hit her G-spot. The woman's moans grew louder, her fingers frantically rubbing her clit.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm cumming!" she cried, her body tensing. Her pussy clamped down on Marcus's cock, pulsing around him as her orgasm tore through her.

The sight pushed her boyfriend over the edge. "Fuck!" he groaned, his cum shooting in thick ropes across her breasts and stomach.

Marcus couldn't hold back any longer. He thrust deep one last time, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her. The woman gasped as she felt his hot cum filling her.

"It's cumming in me," she moaned, grinding against the glory hole. "I can feel it shooting inside me. So much cum..."

Marcus slowly pulled out, watching as his invisible seed leaked from her well-fucked hole. The couple stared in fascination at the white fluid seeming to appear from nowhere.

"That was fucking incredible," the woman said, still catching her breath. "We have to come back here."

Her boyfriend nodded, tucking his softening cock back into his pants. "Definitely. Maybe next time I'll let it fuck me too."

Marcus backed away from the hole, his heart racing with the thrill of the encounter. He checked his watch—twenty minutes of invisibility left. Plenty of time to explore more of the adult emporium.

He left the buddy booth area, heading back toward the main section of the viewing area. A sign caught his eye: "Live Shows - 8 PM." An arrow pointed down another hallway.

Following the arrow, Marcus found himself in a small theater with about twenty seats facing a stage. Most of the seats were occupied by men, with a few couples scattered throughout. On stage, a woman in a schoolgirl outfit was setting up what appeared to be a webcam show.

"Welcome, gentlemen," she announced, her voice sultry. "For those who don't know me, I'm Candy, and I'll be performing for you tonight while also streaming to my online fans."

Marcus took a position at the side of the stage, where he could see both Candy and the audience. She was stunning—long red hair, full lips, and curves that her skimpy outfit barely contained.

"Tonight's show is all about audience participation," Candy continued, adjusting her webcam. "I'll be taking volunteers to help me demonstrate some of my favorite toys."

A murmur of excitement ran through the crowd. Candy smiled, reaching into a large bag beside her. She pulled out an impressive dildo, at least nine inches long and realistically veined.

"Who wants to help me with this?" she asked, running her tongue along the shaft.

Several hands shot up, but Marcus saw an opportunity too good to pass up. He moved onto the stage, positioning himself behind Candy. As she scanned the audience for a volunteer, he reached around and cupped her breasts.

Candy gasped, looking down at the invisible hands kneading her tits. "What the fuck?" she exclaimed, jumping back.

The audience looked confused, murmuring among themselves. Candy's eyes were wide, her hand touching her breast where Marcus had groped her.

"Is this part of the show?" someone called from the audience.

Candy hesitated, clearly trying to process what had happened. Then, a sly smile spread across her face. "Yes," she announced. "Tonight's show has a special twist. We have an invisible assistant."

The audience laughed, assuming it was some kind of trick. Candy played along, her quick thinking turning a potential disaster into part of her performance.

"My invisible friend seems eager to help," she said, addressing the empty space where Marcus stood. "Why don't you show the audience what you can do?"

Marcus took the cue, moving forward to untie the knot holding her schoolgirl top closed. The fabric fell open, revealing her breasts to the stunned audience. Gasps and exclamations filled the theater as her top appeared to open on its own.

"As you can see," Candy said, recovering quickly, "my friend has magic hands."

The audience was now fully engaged, phones coming out to record the supernatural striptease. Candy's webcam was capturing everything, her online viewers flooding the chat with questions and excitement.

Marcus continued the show, his invisible hands sliding down to lift her short skirt, revealing a lack of panties and a perfectly shaved pussy. He knelt in front of her, spreading her legs slightly.

"Oh!" Candy gasped as Marcus's tongue made contact with her clit. "My invisible friend is very talented with his tongue too."

The audience was enthralled, watching as Candy's pussy lips parted seemingly on their own, her clit visibly being manipulated by an unseen force. Her breathing quickened, her hand reaching down to rest on Marcus's invisible head.

"This wasn't planned," she admitted to the audience, her voice breathy with pleasure. "But I'm definitely not complaining."

Marcus devoured her pussy, his tongue circling her clit before plunging inside her. Candy's legs trembled, her moans growing louder as he added two invisible fingers, curling them to find her G-spot.

"Fuck, I'm going to cum already," she gasped, her hips bucking against his face. "Whatever you are, don't stop!"

The audience watched in amazement as Candy's orgasm overtook her, her body shuddering visibly, pussy clenching around invisible fingers. She grabbed the dildo she'd been holding, using it to steady herself as pleasure washed over her.

When her orgasm subsided, she looked down at the space where Marcus knelt. "That was incredible," she said. "But now it's your turn."

She knelt down, her hand reaching out until it found Marcus's invisible cock. The audience gasped as she began stroking what appeared to be thin air, her hand wrapping around his shaft.

"It's so hard," she told the audience, her hand moving up and down. "And big. I can't wait to feel it inside me."

She leaned forward, taking his invisible cock into her mouth. The sight of her lips stretching around nothing, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, drove the audience wild. Men were openly stroking themselves through their pants, and one couple in the back had begun their own show, the woman's hand disappearing into her partner's unzipped jeans.

Candy sucked Marcus's cock expertly, her tongue swirling around his shaft as her hand cupped his balls. After a few minutes, she pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his invisible cock.

"I need this inside me," she announced, turning to face the audience. She bent over, bracing herself on the edge of the stage, her ass presented to both Marcus and the viewers. "Fuck me, ghost. Let them watch you stretch my pussy."

Marcus positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance. He pushed forward slowly, watching as her pussy lips parted around his invisible shaft. The audience was silent now, transfixed by the impossible sight.

"Oh god, it's so big," Candy moaned as he filled her. "Look at my pussy taking this invisible cock!"

The audience could clearly see her pussy stretching open, accommodating something they couldn't see. Candy reached back, spreading her ass cheeks to give them a better view.

"Fuck me hard," she demanded, looking back over her shoulder. "Make me your invisible slut."

Marcus grabbed her hips, driving into her with powerful thrusts. Each impact made her ass jiggle, her moans growing louder with each stroke. The dildo she'd been demonstrating lay forgotten on the stage as the real show unfolded.

"This is the most fucked up thing I've ever seen," a man in the front row muttered, his hand working furiously inside his pants.

Candy was in her element, performing for the crowd while genuinely enjoying the invisible fucking. She reached for the dildo, bringing it to her mouth and sucking it as Marcus pounded her from behind.

"I want to try something," she said between moans. "I want to feel both holes filled."

She reached back with the dildo, pressing it against her asshole as Marcus continued fucking her pussy. The audience watched in awe as she slowly worked the huge toy into her ass, stretching herself around it.

"Oh fuck, I'm so full," she cried, her body shuddering with the dual penetration. "My pussy and ass are both stuffed!"

Marcus increased his pace, his balls slapping against her with each thrust. The combination of the tight pussy gripping his cock and the visual of the dildo disappearing into her ass was pushing him toward orgasm.

Candy sensed his approaching climax. "Are you going to cum?" she asked, grinding back against him. "Cum inside me. Fill my pussy with your ghost cum."

Her words pushed Marcus over the edge. He thrust deep, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her. Candy moaned as she felt his hot seed filling her, some of it leaking out around his still-thrusting cock.

"He's cumming in me," she told the audience, reaching between her legs to catch some of the leaking fluid. She held up her fingers, showing the white cum to the stunned viewers. "Look! Ghost cum!"

The sight was too much for many in the audience. Several men groaned, visibly cumming in their pants. The couple in the back was openly fucking now, the woman bouncing on her partner's lap.

Candy milked Marcus's cock with her pussy, squeezing every drop from him before he finally pulled out. More cum leaked from her well-used hole, dripping onto the stage.

"That concludes tonight's special performance," she announced, still catching her breath. "For those watching online, yes, this really happened. No, I don't know how. And yes, it was fucking amazing."

Marcus backed away as Candy began cleaning herself up, the audience giving her a standing ovation. He checked his watch—five minutes of invisibility left. Time to retrieve his backpack and get back to his car.

As he slipped out of the theater, he heard Candy addressing her audience one last time: "Same time next week, folks. Though I can't promise another supernatural encounter—that's up to my invisible friend."

Marcus grinned as he made his way to the exit. Perhaps he would return next week. But tomorrow held new possibilities. The vial still contained enough serum for several more adventures.

Maybe it was time to visit that upscale spa downtown—the one with the couples' massage rooms and private hot tubs. Or perhaps the university swimming pool during women's team practice.

The possibilities were endless when you were invisible. And Marcus intended to explore them all, one drop at a time


Chapter 4: The Luxury Spa

Marcus awoke the next morning with a plan already forming. His adventures at the gym and adult emporium had been exhilarating, but he craved something more exclusive, more luxurious. The Celestial Waters Spa & Wellness Center, with its reputation for catering to the city's elite, seemed perfect.

He'd researched it online after returning home last night—$300 minimum for basic treatments, private couples' suites available for $500, and a strict appointment-only policy. Getting in would be impossible under normal circumstances, but invisibility changed the rules.

After a quick breakfast, Marcus drove downtown, parking in a public garage two blocks from the spa. It was just past 10 AM—prime time for the wealthy ladies who lunched to schedule their pampering sessions. He found a secluded corner of the parking structure, took out the vial, and administered the three drops.

As the familiar tingling spread through his body, Marcus stripped down, stuffing his clothes into a small backpack he'd hide nearby. He'd become more strategic with each outing, learning from previous close calls. This time, he'd even brought a small towel to clean up any evidence he might leave behind.

The walk to Celestial Waters took less than five minutes, his invisible form navigating the busy sidewalks with practiced ease. The spa occupied the top three floors of a glass-fronted luxury building, with a discreet entrance guarded by a uniformed doorman.

Marcus waited patiently until a well-dressed couple approached, the doorman opening the heavy glass door for them. He slipped in behind them, following as they entered an elevator marked "Celestial Waters - Private Access."

The elevator opened directly into a reception area that exuded wealth and exclusivity. Marble floors, living walls of lush plants, and the subtle scent of essential oils created an atmosphere of refined tranquility. Behind a curved white desk, two receptionists greeted the couple.

"Mr. and Mrs. Harrington, welcome back," the female receptionist said warmly. "Your Celestial Suite is ready. Robes and amenities are already prepared."

Marcus followed as a staff member led the Harringtons down a hallway lined with frosted glass doors. Each door bore the name of a constellation—Orion, Cassiopeia, Andromeda. The couple was shown into "Pegasus," and Marcus caught a glimpse of a stunning space with a private hot tub, massage tables, and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city.

Once the staff member left, Marcus continued exploring. The main floor contained treatment rooms and relaxation areas, while signs indicated that the floor above housed the wet areas—pools, saunas, and steam rooms. The top floor, accessible only by a separate key-carded elevator, was marked "Celestial Sanctum - Members Only."

His curiosity piqued, Marcus decided to start at the top. He waited by the private elevator until a woman with a platinum membership card approached. She was in her forties, expensively maintained, with the confident bearing of old money. As she swiped her card and entered the elevator, Marcus slipped in behind her.

The Celestial Sanctum exceeded even his expectations. The entire floor was designed as an adult playground for the ultra-wealthy. A central pool area was surrounded by private cabanas, each with curtains that could be drawn for privacy. Beyond the pool, glass doors led to various themed rooms—a Moroccan-inspired steam room, a Japanese bathing area, and what appeared to be a "relaxation room" with large daybeds.

The woman Marcus had followed headed straight for one of the cabanas, where a muscular male attendant waited. As she disappeared behind the curtains, Marcus approached, positioning himself to peek through a small gap.

"The usual, Mrs. Westfield?" the attendant asked, helping her out of her robe.

"Yes, Alejandro," she replied, now completely naked. Her body showed the results of expensive workouts and possibly some surgical enhancement, her breasts surprisingly perky for her age. "My husband's in Tokyo until Sunday. I need the full treatment."

Alejandro smiled, removing his white uniform shirt to reveal a chiseled torso. "Of course. On your stomach first."

Mrs. Westfield lay face down on the padded lounger, spreading her legs slightly. Alejandro poured oil onto his hands, beginning to massage her shoulders. His strong fingers worked down her back, kneading her muscles with practiced expertise.

Marcus moved closer, his invisible cock hardening as he watched. When Alejandro's hands reached Mrs. Westfield's ass, the massage became noticeably more intimate. His fingers dipped between her cheeks, brushing against her pussy lips.

"You're already wet," Alejandro observed, his professional demeanor giving way to something more primal.

"I've been thinking about this all morning," she replied, lifting her hips slightly to give him better access.

Alejandro slipped two fingers inside her, drawing a moan from her lips. "So tight, as always," he said, his free hand unfastening his pants. "I don't know why your husband doesn't take better care of this beautiful pussy."

"He's too busy making money," she said, gasping as Alejandro's fingers curled inside her. "Besides, he could never fuck me like you do."

Alejandro removed his fingers, replacing them with his impressive cock. Mrs. Westfield groaned as he entered her, her hands gripping the edges of the lounger.

"Yes, fuck me," she hissed, pushing back against him. "Give me that big cock."

Marcus stroked himself as he watched, mesmerized by the illicit encounter. Alejandro's hips moved in a steady rhythm, his cock disappearing into Mrs. Westfield's pussy with each thrust. The wet sounds of their fucking were barely masked by the ambient music playing throughout the Sanctum.

"Harder," Mrs. Westfield demanded, her voice husky with desire. "I need it harder."

Alejandro complied, grabbing her hips and pounding into her with increased force. His muscles flexed with each thrust, sweat beginning to glisten on his skin.

Marcus was so engrossed in the scene that he almost didn't notice another woman approaching the cabana. She was younger than Mrs. Westfield, perhaps in her early thirties, with dark hair and an athletic build visible beneath her robe.

"Sophia!" Mrs. Westfield called out, seeing her friend despite her compromised position. "You're early."

Sophia smiled, slipping into the cabana and closing the curtain fully—inadvertently trapping Marcus inside with them. "I thought I might catch you two in action," she said, dropping her robe to reveal her naked body. "Mind if I join?"

"Please do," Mrs. Westfield replied, moaning as Alejandro continued fucking her. "There's plenty of Alejandro to go around."

Sophia approached, leaning down to kiss Mrs. Westfield deeply. Her hand reached between the older woman's legs, fingers finding her clit as Alejandro's cock continued pumping in and out.

"I've been so horny all week," Sophia said, breaking the kiss. "Richard is useless in bed lately. Too stressed about the merger."

"Our husbands should form a club," Mrs. Westfield laughed, then gasped as Sophia's fingers circled her clit more firmly. "The 'Too Busy to Fuck Our Wives' Club."

Alejandro pulled out, his cock glistening with Mrs. Westfield's juices. "Ladies, perhaps we should move to the relaxation room? More space there."

Both women nodded eagerly, donning their robes while Alejandro adjusted his uniform. Marcus followed as they left the cabana, crossing the pool area to the frosted glass door marked "Relaxation."

The relaxation room was dimly lit, with several large circular beds covered in plush pillows and silky sheets. The air was heavy with the scent of jasmine and sandalwood. To Marcus's surprise, they weren't alone—two other couples were already engaged in various acts of pleasure on separate beds.

"The Thursday morning regulars," Mrs. Westfield explained to Sophia as they chose an unoccupied bed. "Management turns a blind eye as long as we're discreet and tip well."

Marcus positioned himself at the foot of their chosen bed, his invisible cock throbbing with anticipation. The women disrobed again while Alejandro stripped completely, his erection standing proudly against his flat stomach.

"How do you want me?" he asked, stroking himself slowly.

"I want that mouth of yours," Mrs. Westfield said, lying back and spreading her legs. "Sophia can have your cock first."

Alejandro nodded, positioning himself between Mrs. Westfield's thighs while Sophia moved behind him. She ran her hands over his muscular back, admiring his body.

"You're like a Greek statue," she murmured, pressing her breasts against him. "A very well-endowed Greek statue."

Alejandro's tongue found Mrs. Westfield's pussy, drawing a long moan from her lips. Sophia reached around him, guiding his cock between her legs as she straddled him from behind. She sank down slowly, taking his full length inside her.

"Oh god, so big," she gasped, beginning to ride him while he continued pleasuring Mrs. Westfield with his mouth.

The erotic tableau was too much for Marcus to resist. He moved closer, positioning himself near Mrs. Westfield's head. Her eyes were closed in pleasure, her mouth slightly open as she moaned. Carefully, he pressed the tip of his invisible cock against her lips.

Her eyes flew open in surprise as she felt something against her mouth. Before she could react, Marcus pushed forward, sliding his cock between her parted lips. Her eyes widened further, confusion evident in her expression, but Alejandro's skilled tongue kept her from pulling away immediately.

"Something wrong?" Sophia asked, noticing her friend's strange expression.

Mrs. Westfield made a muffled sound, her mouth filled with Marcus's invisible cock. She reached up, her hand connecting with his invisible shaft. Instead of pulling away in fear, however, her eyes lit up with excitement.

She pulled back just enough to speak. "There's an invisible cock in my mouth," she said, her voice filled with wonder rather than alarm.

Sophia paused her movements, staring at her friend. "What are you talking about?"

"Feel this," Mrs. Westfield said, guiding Sophia's hand to Marcus's erection. "Tell me you feel it too."

Sophia's expression changed from confusion to amazement as her fingers wrapped around the invisible shaft. "Holy shit! There is something there!"

Alejandro looked up from between Mrs. Westfield's legs, his face glistening with her juices. "What's going on?"

"There's an invisible person here," Mrs. Westfield explained, her hand still stroking Marcus's cock. "With a very real cock."

Instead of panic, a smile spread across her face. "This is the most exciting thing that's happened in this club in years."

Sophia's initial shock gave way to arousal. "Is it a ghost? A spirit?" Her hand continued exploring Marcus's invisible form, moving from his cock to his chest. "Whoever or whatever you are, you picked the right women to haunt. We're very... accommodating."

Mrs. Westfield pulled Marcus closer, taking his cock back into her mouth with newfound enthusiasm. Alejandro watched in fascination as her cheeks hollowed around what appeared to be nothing but air.

"I can see your mouth stretching around it," he said, his own cock still buried deep in Sophia. "This is fucking wild."

Sophia resumed riding Alejandro while keeping one hand on Marcus's invisible form. "I want to feel it too," she said, her eyes bright with excitement. "I want the ghost cock inside me."

Mrs. Westfield released Marcus with a wet pop. "Let's switch positions. I want to watch Sophia get fucked by our invisible friend while Alejandro fucks me."

They rearranged themselves on the large bed, Mrs. Westfield lying on her back with Alejandro between her legs. Sophia positioned herself on all fours beside them, her ass raised invitingly.

"Come on, ghost," she called, reaching back to spread her pussy lips. "Show me what you've got."

Marcus moved behind her, guiding his cock to her entrance. She was incredibly wet, her pussy accepting him easily as he pushed inside. Sophia gasped, her body tensing at the strange sensation of being filled by something she couldn't see.

"Oh my god," she moaned, pushing back against him. "It's inside me. I can feel every inch of it stretching me open."

Mrs. Westfield watched in fascination as her friend's pussy stretched around the invisible intrusion. "How does it feel?" she asked, her own pleasure mounting as Alejandro began fucking her with powerful strokes.

"Amazing," Sophia replied, her voice breathy with pleasure. "Different somehow. Knowing I can't see who's fucking me makes it so much more intense."

Marcus established a rhythm, his hands gripping Sophia's hips as he pounded into her. The other couples in the room had noticed the unusual activity, some pausing their own encounters to watch the apparent self-fucking woman.

"Harder," Sophia demanded, dropping to her elbows to change the angle. "Fuck me harder, ghost!"

Marcus complied, driving into her with increased force. Each thrust made her ass jiggle, her moans growing louder as he hit her G-spot. Beside them, Alejandro was fucking Mrs. Westfield with equal vigor, the two women occasionally leaning toward each other to share passionate kisses.

The room had become a symphony of pleasure sounds—moans, gasps, and the wet slapping of flesh against flesh. The scent of sex hung heavy in the air, mingling with the aromatherapy oils.

"I'm getting close," Sophia announced, her body trembling with approaching orgasm. "Don't stop, don't you dare stop!"

Marcus maintained his pace, angling his hips to hit her sweet spot with each thrust. He reached around, his invisible fingers finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles.

"Something's touching my clit!" Sophia cried out, her pleasure intensifying. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"

Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping down on Marcus's cock as waves of pleasure washed over her. Her arms gave out, her face pressing into the mattress as she continued to moan through her orgasm.

Mrs. Westfield was close behind, Alejandro's skilled movements bringing her to the edge. "I'm cumming too," she gasped, her back arching off the bed. "Fuck, yes!"

Alejandro grunted, his rhythm faltering as his own orgasm approached. "Where do you want it?" he asked, his voice strained.

"Inside," Mrs. Westfield commanded, wrapping her legs around his waist. "Fill me up."

Alejandro thrust deep one last time, his body tensing as he emptied himself inside her. Mrs. Westfield moaned, grinding against him to prolong her pleasure.

Marcus continued fucking Sophia through her orgasm, his own release building. When her spasms subsided, he pulled out, turning her over onto her back.

"It pulled out," Sophia announced, still catching her breath. "I think it wants to change positions."

"Let it fuck your tits," Mrs. Westfield suggested, watching as Alejandro's cum leaked from her well-used pussy. "I want to see ghost cum on your chest."

Sophia cupped her breasts together, creating a channel between them. "Come on, ghost. Fuck my tits and cum all over me."

Marcus straddled her chest, sliding his cock between her breasts. She squeezed them tighter around his invisible shaft, the sensation incredible as he began thrusting.

"I can feel it moving between my tits," Sophia told the others, her eyes wide with wonder. "It's so hard and hot."

The other couples had abandoned their own activities to watch the supernatural encounter. One woman had even moved closer, her hand between her legs as she masturbated to the sight.

Marcus increased his pace, fucking Sophia's tits with abandon. His orgasm was approaching rapidly, the combination of physical pleasure and the taboo situation pushing him toward the edge.

"Are you going to cum, ghost?" Sophia asked, her tongue darting out to lick at the invisible cock head when it came close to her mouth. "Cum for me. Let everyone see your ghost cum on my tits."

Her words pushed Marcus over the edge. His cock pulsed, shooting thick ropes of cum across her chest and neck. The onlookers gasped as white fluid appeared seemingly from nowhere, splattering onto Sophia's skin.

"It's cumming!" she exclaimed, watching in fascination as more seed appeared on her body. "So much cum!"

Mrs. Westfield leaned over, running her finger through the sticky fluid on her friend's chest. "It's warm," she marveled, bringing her finger to her lips to taste it. "And real. Definitely real cum."

The room had fallen silent, everyone staring at the supernatural display. Sophia sat up, cum dripping down her chest, a satisfied smile on her face.

"That was the most incredible experience of my life," she declared, looking around as if trying to spot her invisible lover. "Will you come back, ghost? Will you visit us again?"

Marcus backed away, checking his watch. Twenty minutes of invisibility remained—enough time to explore more of the exclusive spa before making his exit.

As he left the relaxation room, he heard Mrs. Westfield addressing the other guests: "What happens in the Sanctum stays in the Sanctum. I don't think management would believe us anyway."

Marcus wandered through the top floor, peeking into other private areas. In the Moroccan steam room, two women were engaged in a passionate sixty-nine, their bodies glistening with sweat. In one of the private cabanas, a young woman was receiving what appeared to be a legitimate massage, though her occasional moans suggested the therapist's hands might be wandering to more intimate areas.

Satisfied with his exploration of the Celestial Sanctum, Marcus took the private elevator down to the main treatment floor. Here, the atmosphere was more professional, with staff leading clients to various treatment rooms.

He followed a young couple being shown to a "Couples Journey Suite." The room was spacious, with two massage tables, a private shower, and a soaking tub already filled with rose petals and steaming water.

"Your therapists will be with you momentarily," the staff member told them before leaving. "Please undress and lie face down on the tables."

The couple—both attractive and in their late twenties—began to undress. The woman was stunning, with long blonde hair and a dancer's body. Her partner was equally fit, his muscular physique suggesting regular gym sessions.

"I can't believe you convinced me to spend this much on a massage," the man said, though his smile indicated he wasn't really complaining.

"It's our anniversary," the woman replied, now completely naked as she climbed onto one of the tables. "Besides, Jen at work said the couples' treatment here is life-changing."

"At these prices, it better be," her partner joked, taking his position on the other table.

Marcus positioned himself in the corner of the room, watching as the couple settled in. A few minutes later, two therapists entered—a man for the woman and a woman for her partner.

"We'll begin with a relaxing Swedish massage," the female therapist explained as they applied oil to their clients' backs. "Then move into deeper tissue work before your hot stone treatment."

The massage proceeded professionally at first, both therapists working on their clients' back and shoulder muscles. The couple occasionally made eye contact, sharing smiles as they enjoyed their treatments.

About twenty minutes in, Marcus noticed a subtle shift. The male therapist's hands were moving lower on the blonde woman's body, spending more time on her lower back and the top of her buttocks. She didn't object; if anything, she seemed to arch slightly into his touch.

Similarly, the female therapist was working her way down her male client's back, her hands occasionally brushing against his sides in a way that made him shift on the table.

"We're going to work on your glutes now," the male therapist announced, his hands moving to the blonde's ass. "These muscles hold a lot of tension."

"Mmm, okay," she replied, her voice slightly muffled by the face rest.

The therapist began kneading her ass cheeks, his movements becoming increasingly intimate. His fingers occasionally dipped between her legs, brushing against her pussy lips. The woman's breathing changed, becoming deeper and more irregular.

Across the room, the female therapist was giving similar attention to the man's ass, her hands working the muscles thoroughly before one hand slipped between his legs to cup his balls.

"Is this part of the regular treatment?" he asked, though he made no move to stop her.

"It's part of our special couples' journey," she replied, her hand now stroking his hardening cock. "Designed to connect you both through shared pleasure. If you'd prefer a traditional massage, just say so."

"No, this is... fine," he managed, his hips lifting slightly to give her better access.

The male therapist had become equally bold, his fingers now openly playing with the blonde's pussy. "You're very responsive," he observed as she moaned softly. "Would you like to turn over so I can work on your front?"

She nodded, rolling onto her back. Her nipples were hard, her chest flushed with arousal. The therapist poured more oil onto his hands,

beginning to massage her breasts with firm, circular motions. Her partner had also turned over, his erection now fully visible as the female therapist continued stroking him.

Marcus watched the scene unfold, his invisible cock hardening again despite his recent orgasm. The couple was now openly enjoying their "special treatment," any pretense of a traditional massage abandoned.

"Would you like to experience the full couples' journey?" the male therapist asked, his hands now between the blonde's legs, fingers sliding inside her wet pussy.

"What does that involve?" she asked, her hips moving against his hand.

"We can guide you through tantric positions designed to heighten your connection," the female therapist explained, still working her client's cock with skilled hands. "Or we can simply facilitate your pleasure in whatever way you prefer."

The couple exchanged looks, a silent communication passing between them. The man nodded, and the woman smiled.

"We'd like the full experience," she decided, sitting up on the massage table.

The therapists smiled, helping their clients off the tables. "Let's move to the floor mats," the female therapist suggested, indicating the plush area near the soaking tub.

As they repositioned themselves, Marcus checked his watch—ten minutes of invisibility remaining. Just enough time to witness the conclusion of this erotic massage before making his exit.

The therapists arranged the couple in a tantric position, with the man sitting cross-legged and his partner straddling his lap, facing him. Their genitals were aligned but not yet joined, their faces inches apart.

"Breathe together," the male therapist instructed, guiding their movements. "Feel your energy connecting."

The couple followed the instructions, their breathing synchronizing as they gazed into each other's eyes. The intimacy of the moment was palpable, even to Marcus watching from the corner.

"Now, join your bodies," the female therapist said softly, helping guide the man's cock to his partner's entrance.

The blonde lowered herself slowly, taking him inside her with a soft gasp. Once fully seated, they remained still, continuing to breathe together.

"Perfect," the male therapist approved. "Now we'll leave you to experience this connection privately. The timer will sound when your hot stones are ready."

The therapists exited discreetly, leaving the couple alone—or so they thought.

Once the door closed, the couple's disciplined tantric approach quickly gave way to more primal desires. The woman began moving her hips, riding her partner with increasing urgency.

"Fuck, I need to move," she gasped, her arms wrapped around his shoulders. "I can't stay still with you inside me like this."

"Then don't," he replied, his hands gripping her ass to help guide her movements. "Ride me, baby. Take what you need."

Marcus moved closer, entranced by their passionate coupling. Their position allowed him to see every detail—the man's cock disappearing into his partner's pussy with each downward movement, her juices coating his shaft, their faces contorted with pleasure.

"I'm already close," the woman admitted, her movements becoming more frantic. "That massage got me so worked up."

"Me too," her partner groaned, thrusting upward to meet her movements. "Did it turn you on when he touched you?"

"Yes," she confessed, her eyes locked with his. "Did you like her hands on your cock?"

"Fuck yes," he admitted. "But not as much as I love being inside you."

Their honest admissions seemed to heighten their arousal, their movements becoming more urgent. The woman's breasts bounced with each movement, her nipples hard and flushed.

Marcus stroked himself as he watched, his own arousal building again. The couple was so lost in their pleasure that they didn't notice when he moved even closer, now standing just beside them.

"I'm cumming," the woman suddenly cried, her body tensing as orgasm washed over her. "Oh god, I'm cumming on your cock!"

Her partner held her tightly, his own release triggered by her pulsing pussy. "I'm right there with you," he groaned, thrusting upward one final time as he emptied himself inside her.

They clung to each other, bodies trembling with shared pleasure, exchanging tender kisses as they came down from their high. It was an intensely intimate moment, and Marcus felt a twinge of guilt for intruding on it.

Checking his watch again, he saw he had less than five minutes of invisibility remaining. Time to go. He slipped out of the room as the couple continued to hold each other, whispering words of love in the afterglow of their passion.

Marcus made his way quickly through the spa, retrieving his hidden backpack and exiting the building just as the tingling sensation began to signal his returning visibility. He ducked into an alley, waiting until he was fully visible before quickly dressing.

As he walked back to his car, a satisfied smile played on his lips. The vial in his pocket still contained enough serum for several more adventures. Tomorrow, perhaps, he'd visit the university during swim team practice, or maybe the exclusive nightclub that had just opened downtown.

The possibilities were endless when you could become invisible. And Marcus intended to explore every single one.


Chapter 5: The Grand Finale

Marcus knew the serum was running low. He had enough for one, maybe two more adventures at most. As he contemplated his final invisible excursion, a wild idea took root. Why settle for one location when he could create the ultimate erotic tour of the city?

With meticulous planning, he mapped out a route that would take him to multiple hotspots within the hour-long window of invisibility. His journey would start at the exclusive Aphrodite's Retreat spa, continue through the university's athletic center during co-ed swim practice, and conclude at Club Elysium, the city's most upscale strip club.

On the appointed evening, Marcus parked his car in a central location and found a secluded spot to strip down and take the serum. As the familiar tingling spread through his body, he set off on his erotic odyssey.

Aphrodite's Retreat was his first stop. Slipping in behind a client, he made his way to the couples' massage area. In one room, he found a husband and wife receiving a "special" treatment. The male masseur was balls-deep in the wife's pussy while she enthusiastically sucked her husband's cock. Marcus stroked himself as he watched, the wife's muffled moans and the wet sounds of fucking filling the room.

Moving on, he entered the spa's "Tantric Temple," where a group session was in progress. Six couples sat in a circle, all naked and paired off. At the instructor's guidance, they began pleasuring each other with hands and mouths. Marcus circled the room, taking in the erotic tableau from every angle. One woman, her eyes closed in bliss as her partner fingered her, suddenly gasped as she felt an invisible touch caress her breast. Her eyes flew open, looking around in confusion, but the sensation had already passed as Marcus moved on.

With his cock rock hard and leaking precum, Marcus reluctantly left the spa. His next stop was the university athletic center. He easily accessed the pool area, where the co-ed swim team was finishing practice. In the locker room, steam from the showers filled the air as naked bodies moved about. Marcus watched a muscular swimmer soaping up his impressive cock, clearly half-hard from the proximity of his nude female teammates.

In one shower stall, Marcus discovered two female swimmers engaged in a clandestine encounter. One was on her knees, her face buried between her teammate's legs as the other bit her lip to stifle her moans. Unable to resist, Marcus positioned himself behind the kneeling girl, slowly pushing his invisible cock into her exposed pussy. She froze for a moment, confused by the sudden fullness, but the sensation of being filled while eating her friend's pussy was too pleasurable to question.

Marcus fucked her slowly, matching his rhythm to her licking. The standing girl noticed her friend's unusual movements and opened her eyes. "What are you... oh my god," she gasped, watching her teammate's pussy stretch around an invisible intrusion. Instead of panicking, she spread her legs wider, grinding against her friend's face as the erotic impossibility unfolded before her.

As much as he wanted to stay and finish, Marcus knew time was running short. He reluctantly withdrew, leaving the girls to make sense of their supernatural encounter, and headed for his final destination.

Club Elysium was in full swing when Marcus arrived. He made his way to the VIP area, where private shows and more intimate encounters took place. In one curtained booth, he found a bachelor party in progress. The groom-to-be sat in a chair, receiving a lap dance from a stunning redheaded stripper while his friends cheered him on.

The stripper ground her ass against the man's obvious erection, her breasts bouncing as she moved. Suddenly, she gasped as she felt invisible hands cup her tits, unseen fingers pinching her nipples. She looked down in shock but saw nothing. The groom, too drunk to notice anything amiss, simply groaned in pleasure.

Marcus continued fondling the stripper's breasts as she danced, her nipples hardening under his invisible touch. He moved behind her, pressing his cock against her ass as she gyrated. The stripper's eyes were wide, her movements becoming erratic as she tried to process the ghostly sensations.

"Everything okay, Cinnamon?" one of the groomsmen asked, noticing her distress.

"I... yes," she managed, her voice breathy. "Just getting really into it."

To prove her point, she turned and straddled the groom, grinding directly against his cock through his pants. As she did, Marcus seized the opportunity to position himself behind her. In one smooth motion, he pushed her thong aside and slid his invisible cock into her pussy.

The stripper let out a strangled moan, her body tensing as she was suddenly, impossibly filled. The groom, assuming her reaction was due to his own movements, grinned drunkenly and gripped her hips.

"Fuck, you're so wet," he slurred, unaware that it was Marcus's cock, not his, causing the slick sounds as the stripper's pussy clenched around the invisible intrusion.

Marcus established a rhythm, fucking the stripper from behind as she continued her lap dance. Her movements became more frenzied, her breasts bouncing wildly as she rode both the visible and invisible cocks beneath her. The groomsmen whooped and hollered, assuming their friend was simply getting an extra-special dance.

"I'm gonna... oh god," the stripper moaned, her orgasm building unexpectedly. She buried her face in the groom's neck to muffle her cries as she came, her pussy spasming around Marcus's cock.

The sensation pushed Marcus over the edge. He thrust deep one last time, filling the stripper with his invisible cum. She shuddered, feeling the warm flood inside her but unable to explain or acknowledge it.

As Marcus withdrew and stepped back, he noticed his hand beginning to fade back into visibility. His time was up. He quickly made his way out of the club, barely making it to his hidden clothes before fully materializing.

Dressed and visible once more, Marcus leaned against his car, his heart racing from the evening's adventures. The empty vial sat in his pocket, its contents exhausted. As he caught his breath, he noticed a small folded note that had fallen from his clothes. Opening it, he read:

"You've used the serum well. If you're ready for more, meet me where it all began. Midnight, tomorrow."

Marcus grinned, his mind already racing with possibilities. This wasn't the end of his invisible escapades. It was just the beginning.
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